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FILM  FACTS 

Dear  En  Femme; 

Enclosed  is  a toney 
order  for  $25,00  and  I will 
appreciate  entering  ly  sub- 
scription to  En  Fesme  for 
one  year  beginning  with  No, 
4, 

In  Issue  No,  3 you 
listed  movies  not  yet 
available  on  tape,  For  your 
intonation  Reflection  of 
Fear  is  available  at  Movies 
Unlimited  in  Philadelphia, 
Drexel  Hill,  and  Cherry 
Hill, 

Is  there  any  place 
that  the  movie  The  She  Ran 
can  ever  be  seen? 

W.A.F, 
Frazer,  PR 

The  She  Man  was  released  by 
Southeastern  Fictures  in 
1967,  The  company  also 
distributed  The  Wild,  Wild 
World  of  Jayne  Mansfield  in 
1968  ( and  also  features  drag 
scenes ),  I've  never  been 
able  to  track  down  either 
film  on  video  and  it  seems 
hopeless  that  they  ever  will 
be  released , If  director 
Bob  Clark  has  anything  to 
say  about  it,  I'm  sure  The 
She  Man  till  stay  buried, 


F , I , FAN 

Dear  En  Femme; 

Please  find  «y 
request  for  a subscription 
enclosed,  I have  also 
enclosed  the  Questionnaire 
and  would  like  to  take 
advantage  of  your  offer  of  a 
free  personal  ad, 

As  you  can  tell  from 
my  ad  and  my  Questionnaire 
response,  I do  enjoy  the 
company  of  and  performances 
of  Female  Impersonators,  Did 
you  ever  compile  a list  of 
places  where  they  appear 
since  Issue  12?  Perhaps 
Erica  Lee  would  know  where 
Monica  Rey  is  or  will  soon 
appear, 

Steve 
Montclair,  NJ 

See  this  issue's  article  on 
The  Cartwhedi  to  find  one 
such  place  to  go,  The  shows 
there  are  on  Wednesday 
nights  and  feature  Diane 
Jones  and  Tinsel  Garland, 
The  Cm  lido  in  Trenton  is 
putting  on  a special  drag 
show  on  April  17  featuring 
Berry  Lyndon  and  others, 
1 Ionics  Rey  is  not  currently 
appear  ring  anywhere  but  when 
she  does,  En  Femme  readers 
will  be  the  first  to  know, 


ENJOYS  ILLUSTRATIONS 

Dear  Ladies: 

I enjoyed  the  first 
issue  of  En  Fesse  and  am 
certainly  ready  for  more, 
I'm  sending  $25,00  for  a 
subscription,  but  would  like 
it  to  be  retroactive  to 
include  issues  2,  3 and  4, 

I'm  glad  I learned  of  your 
magazine  and  I'm  especially 
fond  of  the  illustrations  - 
nicely  idealized,  great  for 
expanding  the  Rental 
horizons  of  a boy  who  likes 
to  be  a girl, 

Julie 
Papillion,  NE 

NOT  INTO  PORNO 
Oear  hadam ; 

Please  find  enclosed 
a check  for  a copy  of  your 
magazine,  Would  you  please 
mail  the  magazine  in  a plain 
wrapper  and  without  the  En 
Feme  on  the  wrapper's 
front?  1 live  in  a large 

apartment  tower  and  the 
mailboxes,  naturally,  are  in 
a long  row  on  the  first 
floor,  We  have  many  nosey 

tenants, 

Also,  please  do  not 
give  out  my  name  and  address 
to  other  advertisers  as  I do 
not  want  my  mailbox  jammed 
with  all  kinds  of 

pornographic  advertisements, 

I am  n&i  interested 
in  pornography!  I an 
interested  in  finding 
sources  of  feminine 
clothing, 


Have  you  any 
information  booklets 

perhaps,  on  how  to  grow,  and 
care  for,  long  hair?  My 
blonde  hair  is  now  shoulder- 
length  but  I would  like  to 
know  how  to  get  it  to  be 
more  full  - and  thicker, 

T.A.H, 
Los  Angeles,  CA 

Ve  do  not  give  out  our 
sailing  list  to  anyone  for 
any  reason  at  any  price,  do 
not  vorry,  As  for  your 
hair,  there  are  many 
conditioners  and  hair 
treatsents  available  at  your 
local  salon,  Have  you  tried 
asking  soseone  there? 
Vithout  sore  inforsation,  ve 
can’t  help  you,  but  they 
vould  sore  than  happy  to 
assist  you  in  person,  And 
vhat  could  be  sore  fun  than 
an  afternoon  at  the  beauty 
parlor? 

LIKED  COMIC  BOOK 

Dear  Rebecca: 

As  I stated  with  my 
order,  I am  a TS  and  a long 
time  comic  book  collector, 
The  finished  book  was  very 

good, 

After  receiving  it 
yesterday  I read  it,  and 

then  re-read  it  several 
times  right  away,  The 
story's  plot  was  great,  as 

was  the  the  writing,  The 

inking  was  also  good,  Cindy 
was  a character  I could 
understand,  sympathize  with 


Linda 
Lombard , IL 


and  envy,  I hope  we  see 
more  of  her  in  future 
issues,  I'd  like  to  see  her 
first  meeting  with  her 
parents  and  I'd  like  to  see 
her  go  all  the  way  to  a 
complete  sex-change, 

I have  only  two 
complaints  about  En  Femme 
Comics,  1 - it's  in  black 
and  white,  Color  would  be 
nicer,  but  probably  too 
expensive,  And  2 - the 
publishing  frequency,  I'd 
like  to  see  it  bi-monthly 
instead  of  quarterly, 

All  in  all,  though,  a 
very  good  first  issue,  Keep 
up  the  good  work,  Am 
looking  forward  to  issue  #2, 


Thank  you, 


Thank  you  for  the  kind  words 
regarding  the  comic  book f 
See  the  Rebecca  interview 
for  more  background  on  the 
book , Both  Rebecca  and 
production  assistant  Jenny 
Baker  are  comic  book 
collectors , also , combining 
their  collections , Rebecca 
reports  that  the  next  ed- 
ition of  En  Femme  Comics 
probably  will  not  feature 
the  characters  from  the 
first  issue , and  that  Jenny 
will  be  inking , instead  of 
Robyn . 


TV-TS  TAPESTRY 

P.O.  Box  19 
Wayland,  MA  01778 
(617)  358-5575 


Tasteful,  comprehensive, 
non-profit  journal  for  all 
persons  interested  in 
cross-dressing  and 
transsexualism 


Single  Copy  $10,  Subscription  $30  ($40 
let  Class),  MC/Visa  Accepted 


nOTEKMI 


INTERVIEW  WITH  REBECCA  J.  BUCHANAN 
By  Robyn  Ann  Dormer 

NOTE:  Rebecca  J.  Buchanan  (formerly  Rebecca 
Bridgewater)  is  one  of  the  founding  forces  behind 
the  En  Femme  Publishing  empire.  She  helped  form 
the  magazine  with  Robyn  Ann  and  oversees  all 
aspects  of  the  creation  of  each  issue.  She  is  an 
author,  artist,  editor  and  former  publisher.  This 
interview  took  place  at  the  home  of  Robyn  Ann  and 
Donna  Miller. 

En  Femme:  Well,  this  is  it,  an  actual  inter- 

view with  the  elsusive  Rebecca  J. 

R. J. B. : I want  it  stated  for  the  record  that 

I'm  being  coerced  into  doing  this. 

En  Femme:  Nonsense.  Many  of  our  readers 

have  written  and  asked  why  we' ve  never  published  a 
photo  of  you.  Any  reason? 

R.  J.  B.  : I'm  too  ugly.  I hate  having  my 

picture  taken. 

En  Femme:  I'm  going  to  state  right  here  to 

all  of  our  readers  out  there  who  wrote  us,  Rebecca 
is  not  ugly,  and  the  reason  she  won'  t allow 
herself  to  be  photographed  is  she' s shy.  Correct? 

R.  J.  B.  : Maybe.  I'm  just  not  very 

photogenic. 

En  Femme:  Will  you  allow  a photo  to 

accompany  this  interview  in  the  magazine? 

R.  J.B.  : Hell,  no. 


En  Femme:  Okay.  So  much  for  that.  You  have 

made  public  appearances,  though. 

R,  J. B.  : Yes,  in  my  youthful  past. 

En  Femme:  Care  to  tell  us  about  them? 

R.  J.  B.  : I attended  Lee  Brewster's  famed  P- 

Town  Weekend  in,  what  year  was  that?  - 1983? 
Anyway,  I was  introduced  by  Vicki  West  to  the 
audience  at  a fashion  show.  I meekly  raised  my 
hand,  but  nobody  saw  it.  I finally  stood  up,  but 
by  then  nobody  no  longer  cared.  When  I sat  back 
down,  somebody  was  in  my  seat,  calling  me  his 
little  schoolteacher  or  some  such  thing.  It  was 
embarrassing. 

En  Femme : Any  others? 

R. J. B. : I have  been  seen  at  Lee  Brewster' s 

parties  at  the  29  Palms,  and  of  course,  at  her 
store. 

En  Femme:  You  at  one  time  were  one  of  Lee's 

most  prolific  authors, 

R, J. B. : I probably  have  more  manuscripts  ' on 

hold',  waiting  to  be  published  by  Lee  than  most 
people  have  had  printed. 

En  Femme:  Tell  us  about  what  you  have  had 

printed 

R.  J.B.  : I think  the  first  thing  I had 

published  by  Lee  was  Raped  In  Drag.  That  wasn' t 
my  title,  byt  the  way.  There  was  another  story  in 
the  back  of  the  book  by  somebody  else,  since  my 
story  was  so  short.  My  next  magnum  opus  was 
Transvespires.  And  who  could  forget  that  one? 

En  Femme:  Clever  title.  What  was  it  about? 

R.  J.  B,  : It  was  so  long  ago.  ..let’s  see, 

Count  Dracula.  . . 

En  Femme:  Wait  a second,  Count  Dracula? 

R.  J,  B.  : Right,  that's  what  I said,  Count 

Dracula  is  revived  from  the  'dead'  and  is 
wandering  the  streets,  I forget  the  city,  anyway 
he  sees  this  beautiful  woman  walking  alone  and 


approaches  her.  When  he  gets  near  he  sees  that 
she  looks  exactly  like  a woman  he  had  loved 
centuries  earlier.  He  has  to  have  this  woman  as 
his  lover  and  fellow  vampire.  Naturally  the  woman 
is  really  a man  in  drag,  and  the  story  revolves 
around  that.  It  was  pretty  gruesome, 

En  Femme:  That’s  a slightly  different  twist 

in  transvestite  fiction.  But  then,  you're  noted 
for  trying  different  things  with  the  form. 

R. J. B. : Sometimes  too  different.  That’s  why 

a lot  of  my  stuff  is  still  unpublished. 

En  Femme:  What  else  have  you  done  for  Lee 

Brewster? 

R. J. B. : The  Pretty  Mister  Contest  was  one  of 

mine.  I even  did  a sequal  - The  Second  Pretty 
Mister  Contest,  The  second  one  was  kind  of 
bizarre,  with  ghosts  and  stuff.  Johnny.  You' ve 
Got  Breasts  was  mine,  also.  It  was  supposed  to  be 
a short  story  to  fill  out  The  Second  Pretty  Mister 
Contest  but  the  book  turned  out  to  be  too  long  as 
it  was  so  it  got  bumped.  It's  still  on  the  cover, 
though,  so  Lee  asked  me  to  turn  it  into  a full 
book.  The  result  was  one  of  the  strangest  things 
I ever  did  that  actually  was  published,  and  it 
sold  very  well  from  what  I hear. 

En  Femme:  Tell  us  about  it. 

R. J.B. : It  involved  this  closet  TV  who 

fantasized  a lot  about  being  a woman.  He  bumps 
into  this  alien  accidentally  and  is  physically 
turned  into  a woman  somehow.  I forget  how  and 
why.  Anyway,  his  girlfriend  exclaims  the  book's 
title  when  she  sees  her  boyfriend  and  his  new 
boobs. 

En  Femme:  Donna  has  told  me  you  should  turn 

that  book  into  a screenplay. 

R,  J.B.  : Yeah,  and  Robert  DeNiro  could  play 

the  lead  role,  undergo  breast  enlargement 
surgery. . . 

En  Femme:  Have  you  ever  had  anything 

published  that  wasn't  TV-related? 

R.  J.B.  : Yeah,  but  I can't  reveal  them. 


En  Femme:  Why  not? 

R.  J.  B.  : Because,  then  I'd  have  to  reveal  MY 

TRUE  IDENTITY! 

En  Femme:  You  mentioned  that  a lot  of  your 

manuscripts  haven't  been  published.  Tell  us  about 
some  of  them. 

R. J. B. : There  are  a couple  that  I would 

really  like  to  see  published.  One  was  Identical 
Twins.  It  was  a psychological  thing  where  the 
reader  would  be  kept  in  the  dark  throughout  the 
whole  thing  until  the  last  page.  It  was  written 
in  a non-narrative  format  which  probably  was  too 
weird  for  the  general  TV  reading  public.  It 
involved  a slasher-type  murderer  and  the 
investigation  surrounding  the  crimes.  What  that 
has  to  do  with  the  title  of  the  book  or  how  TV 
stuff  gets  involved  will  just  have  to  remain  a 
mystery.  Maybe  your  readers  can  write  to  Lee  and 
demand  that  she  publish  it. 

En  Femme:  Sounds  interesting  to  me.  What 

else  would  you  like  to  see  printed? 

R. J. B. : Thje  only  other  thing  I really 

remember  is  a book  entitled  The  Fairie.  which  if 
anybody  knows  anything  about  fantasy,  is  a waspish 
creature  that  lives  in  a forest  and  has  amazing 
powers.  It  is  not  about  a gay  drag  queen.  Lee 
was  leery  of  the  title.  It  was  supposed  to  be  the 
first  book  of  The  Devronia  Trilogy.  It  was  a 
fantasy  type  of  thing,  with  ogres  and  trolls  and 
whatnot.  I know  that  it  had  been  typeset  a few 
years  back,  but  what  happened  since  I don' t know. 

I never  did  do  the  other  two  books  in  the  Trilogy. 

En  Femme:  Too  bad.  I know  that  you’ re 

thinking  about  doing  a story  for  us  in  a fantasy 
vein. 

R.  J.  B.  : I'm  working  on  something,  yes.  I 

should  have  it  for  you  by  issue  number  7 or  so. 

En  Femme:  Your  TV  Private  Eye  serial  has 

been  running  in  the  magazine  since  the  first  issue 
and  is  concluding  in  this  one.  Tell  us  about  it. 


The  cover  to  Rebecca  Buchanan's  The  Second 
Pretty  Bister  Contest,  it  does  not  contain 
the  short  story  "Johnny,  You've  6ot  Breasts!" 


R.  J.  B.  : It's  had  a strange  history.  I 

originally  wrote  it  for  Lee,  who  didn’t  buy  it 
because  of  the  manuscript  backlog  I’ve  spoken 
about.  I then  decided  to  publish  it  myself.  I 
was  working  at  a small  printing  shop  and  figured  I 
would  just  use  their  equipment  after  hours  and 
produce  100  copies  or  so  and  sell  them  through  the 
mail.  I kept  getting  caught  using  the  typesetter, 
so  I abandoned  the  idea  of  using  their  equipment 
and  just  typed  it.  I then  made  about  40  copies, 
put  an  ad  in  TV  newspaper  and  sold  about  30.  When 
we  decided  to  put  together  En  Femme , I suggested 
including  the  story  in  that.  But  as  I re-wrote 
it,  I discovered  plot  faults  and  started  massive 
re-writes.  The  final  version  bears  little 
resemblance  to  the  one  those  30  people  bought. 

En  Femme:  It's  been  a favorite  of  our 

readers. 

R. J. B. : It  turned  out  pretty  well. 

En  Femme:  So  tell  us  a little  about 

yourself. 

R.  J.  B.  : Like  what? 

En  Femme:  Dirt,  tell  us  some  dirt, 

R.  J.  B.  : There  isn' t any, 

En  Femme:  How  long  have  you  been  a 

crossdresser? 

R. J. B. : How  long  have  you  been  one? 

En  Femme:  As  long  as  I can  remember. 

R. J. B. : Well,  then  so  have  I. 

En  Femme:  Have  you  ever  done  anything 

outrageous  while  dressed? 

R. J. B. : Outrageous? 

En  Femme:  Ever  get  ’read',  or  found  out? 

Caught  by  somebody  you  knew? 
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R. J. B. : Nothing  like  that,  really.  Of 

course  I've  been  'read'  on  occassion.  Once  while 
walking  the  streets  of  New  York,  a man  passed  me 
and  turned  and  began  yelling,  "That's  a man,  man!" 
But  nobody  paid  any  attention  to  him,  oblivious 
New  Yorkers  that  they  were.  I did  have  a bit  of 
an  adventure,  once.  I went  to  a now-defunct  drag 
club  in  Philadelphia.  Hearts,  I think  was  the 
name.  I went  with  somebody  from  the  Phi  Chapter 
group  and  she  directed  me  to  a parking  space 
nearby.  I wasn’t  that  familiar  with  the  area,  so 
I parked.  When  we  left  the  club  and  went  to  the 
car  it  had  been  towed! 

En  Femme:  Oh,  no! 

R. J. B, : Oh,  yes!  So  there  we  were  in  center 

city  Philly,  without  wheels,  all  dolled  up.  We 
went  back  to  the  club  and  called  the  towing  place 
who  told  us  they  had  my  car  and  we  could  pick  it 
up  in  the  morning.  We  couldn' t get  anybody  to 
give  us  a ride  to  Feasterville,  which  is  just 
north  of  the  city,  so  we  had  to  take  the  subway. 

En  Femme:  Oh,  no! 

R. J. B. : Oh,  yes!  I never  realized  how  many 

people  took  the  subways  at  three  in  the  morning. 

It  was  an  extremely  uncomfortable  situation,  but 
it  went  all  right.  The  car  we  were  in  was  packed, 
people  were  standing,  but  nobody  really  paid  us 
any  attention.  I was  dressed  in  a suede  skirt  and 
vest,  nothing  to  really  attract  attention,  but  my 
companion  was  dressed  like  a whore,  (If  she 
should  read  this,  I apologize,  but  it's  true.  And 
if  I were  to  reveal  her  name,  everyone  would  know 
it  was  true.  ) The  subway  turned  into  an  elevated 
train  and  we  took  it  to  the  end  of  the  line  where 
we  then  had  to  get  a bus.  We  waited  at  the  stop 
for  about  fifteen  minutes,  freezing  to  death  when 
somebody  informed  us  that  the  buses  stop  running 
at  two  a.  m,  A car  pulled  up  before  we  could 
decide  on  what  to  do  next  and  the  driver  asked  us 
if  we  needed  a ride. 


II 


En  Femme:  Goin'  my  way,  ladies? 

R.  J.  B,  : Yeah,  exactly.  I wanted  to  call  a 

cab,  but  she  accepted  the  guy's  offer.  She  made 
me  get  into  the  front  seat,  then  climbed  in  after 
me  making  me  sit  right  next  to  him!  So  he's 
making  all  these  comments,  and  we'  re  ignoring  him 
as  my  friend  kept  chattering  away,  and  half-way 
home  the  guy  pulls  over  and  yells  at  us  to  get  out 
of  the  car.  My  friend  is  arguing  and  the  guy 
starts  to  pull  away  and  I'm  not  even  completely 
out  of  the  car  yet!  I got  out  okay,  and  now  we’re 
in  the  middle  of  nowhere.  Now  we  call  a cab  and 
while  we're  waiting,  a cop  pulls  up. 

En  Femme:  Naturally. 

R.  J. B. : Luckily  he  was  an  OK  guy.  He  asked 

us  why  we  were  standing  on  a street  corner  at 
three  in  the  morning  and  we  told  him  the  truth. 

He  offered  us  a ride  and  took  us  right  to  the 
front  door  of  my  apartment.  The  next  morning  my 
friend  picked  me  up  to  go  get  my  car  out  of  the 
lot  and  when  we  get  there  I realize  I had  left  my 
wallet  in  my  purse  from  the  night  before!  We  had 
to  beg  and  plead  with  the  guy  to  give  me  my  car 
even  though  I didn't  have  identification  on  me. 

It  was  all  the  way  in  North  Philly  and  we  had  no 
intention  of  going  back  to  my  place,  get  my  wallet 
and  then  come  back  again.  Eventually,  he  gave  in 
and  let  us  take  the  car.  It  cost  me  $65, 00. 

En  Femme:  Some  night  out,  huh? 

R.  J.  B.  : I'll  never  forget  it. 

En  Femme:  Didn' t you  serve  as  a hostess  one 

New  Year's  Eve  for  a Lee  Brewster  party? 

R. J, B. : Jeez,  yeah.  At  the  29  Palms  in  1985 

I guess  it  was.  My  friend  Nicole  and  I served 
champagne  and  hor  d' oeuvres.  We  both  wore  French 
Maid's  Outfits.  It  was  an  interesting  experience, 
a lot  of  fun,  actually.  I had  a sore  bottom  when 
it  was  all  over! 


En  Femme:  Let's  talk  about  the  comic  book. 

R.  J.  B.  : Okay. 

En  Femme:  What  took  so  long? 

R. J. B. : I started  working  on  it  in  January. 

The  original  pencilled  pages  were  handed  into  you 
(Robyn)  in  February.  At  that  point  we  announced 
that  the  book  would  be  ready  and  shipped  in  early 
March.  Then  we  decided  to  change  parts  of  the 
story,  which  meant  whole  pages  had  to  be  redone. 
Then  we  changed  the  format  of  the  printing  and 
added  another  story  in  the  back.  It  was  finally 
finished  by  the  end  of  March.  The  delays  have 
caused  the  magazine  to  get  behind  schedule,  also, 
unf  ort unately. 

En  Femme:  Will  there  be  another  En  Femme 

Comics? 

R. J. B. : I hope  so.  It  depends  on  the 

response  to  the  first  one. 

En  Femme:  Let's  go  on  to  more  personal 

matters. 

R.  J.  B.  : Do  we  have  to? 

En  Femme:  How  do  you  classify  yourself?  TV, 

CD,  TS.  . . 

R. J. B. : Probably  a heterosexual  cross- 

dresser. At  times  I have  thought  I was  a trans- 
sexual, but  I think  I'm  over  those  thoughts. 

En  Femme:  What  made  you  think  you  were  a TS? 

R. J. B. : The  same  reasons  every  other  TV  or 

CD  has  thought  that  they  should  have  been  born  a 
woman.  I felt  more  comfortable,  more  at  ease  when 
dressed.  I began  going  out  only  when  dressed, 
which  isn*  t goo d, 

En  Femme:  Why  isn' t that  good? 

R,  J,  B.  : It's  too  limiting.  You're  denying  a 

complete  side  to  your  personality.  And  it  isn't 
fair  to  your  companions  to  always  subject  them  to 
your  more  narcisstic  side.  And  you  could  ruin  an 
evening  for  them  if  you're  'read'  and  it  results 
in  an  embarrassing  scene. 
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En  Femme : Have  you  ever  had  an  embarrassing 

scene? 

R. J. B. : Well,  the  most  embarrassing  thing 

that  ever  happened  to  me,  gee,  nothing  really 
comes  to  mind  - oh!  - there  was  that  doctor  who 
corresponded  with  me.  . . 

En  Femme:  Tell  us!  Tell  us! 

R. J. B. : I used  to  have  a personal  ad  in  a 

newspaper  that  will  go  nameless,  and  this  doctor 
ansered  it.  He  told  me  he  was  attracted  to  my 
photo  and  wanted  to  know  more  about  me.  After  we 
had  exchanged  a few  letters,  he  asked  me  if  I had 
ever  thought  about  living  full  time  as  a woman.  I 
told  him,  of  course,  I had  thought  about  it.  He 
told  me  he  could  arrange  it.  He  had  been  part  of 
a team  of  doctors  experimenting  with  a new  form  of 
transsexual  therapy  - something  about  taking  the 
actual  hormones  directly  from  a real  woman  who  had 
the  same  basic  size  and  shape  as  the  TS  subject. 

He  wanted  me  to  find  a woman,  a submissive  woman 
he  said,  who  would  be  willing  to  live  with  us  in 
this  doctor's  home  for  free.  I would  live  as  a 
woman,  and  work  as  his  secretary.  He  would  pay 
for  electrdysis,  plastic  surgery,  whatever  I 
wanted.  The  woman  I chose  would  be  there  to 
simply  ’ service'  him.  She  wouldn' t have  to  do 
anything  else,  he  would  take  care  of  her.  All 
that  would  be  required  would  be  that  she  willingly 
give  up  her  hormones  twice  a day.  He  had  a name 
for  this  process,  but  I can't  remember  it,  I also 
had  saved  his  letters  for  a long  time,  but  they're 
gone  now,  too. 

En  Femme:  You  didn't  go  for  it,  I take  it? 

R.  J.  B.  : Only  for  a year,  then  I got  bored. 

No,  just  kidding.  I started  getting  scared, 
actually!  He  started  calling  me  at  home,  saying 
he  was  calling  from  the  morgue  at  the  hospital, 
because  he  needed  to  talk  to  me  in  privacy!  He 
was  real  creepy!  I started  to  tell  him  I wasn' t 
interested,  but  he  persisted.  Then  all  of  a 
sudden  he  just  stopped  writing.  Dropped  off  the 
face  of  the  earth. 


En  Femme:  This  ' process'  sounds,  as  genuine 

as  a three-dollar  bill. 

R. J. B, : What  did  I know?  This  was  about 

eight  years  ago,  I knew  very  little  about  trans- 
sexualism, He  made  a very  convincing  case.  In 
the  beginning  I actually  thought  about  doing  it,  I 
even  looked  around  for  a woman  who  might  want  to 
do  it  with  me,  but  couldn't  figure  out  how  to  ask 
them.  . . 

En  Femme:  Yeah,  that  could  be  a weird 

scene. 

R.  J.  B.  : 'Excuse,  me,  miss?  Would  you  be 

interested  in  having  your  hormones  extracted  and 
injected  into  me?  We'd  pay  you  of  course.  Oh, 
and  one  other  thing  - you'd  have  to  sleep  with  my 
doctor.  ’ 

En  Femme:  Ha!  Ha!  Anything  else  you'd  care 

to  tell  us? 

R,  J.  B.  : I'd  like  to  take  this  opportunity 

to  thank  everyone  out  there  who  have  bought  or 
read  anything  I' ve  written.  And  those  that  have 
written,  thanks,  too.  I love  to  hear  from  you  out 
there  and  your  input  means  a lot.  Thank  you, 

Robyn. 

En  Femme:  Thank  you,  Rebecca.  By  the  way, 

what  does  the  ' J'  stand  for? 

R.  J.  B.  : Joyce. 

En  Femme:  There  you  have  it,  ladies  and 

gentlewomen,  an  interview  with  Rebecca  J. 

Buchanan.  Good  night,  and  sweet  dreams. 


W 


499  Centre  St. 

r Trenton,  N.J. 

?A  Now  Offering  a Light  Menu  392-9186  ^ 


; 2am  • 7 day* 


A great 
place  to 
bring  and 
make  friends 


make  friends 


. 9*5:  W/Th/F  9-8 


Intimate  Apparel 
For  Men  & Women 


Everything 
styles  to  Gfc 


Certified  foriSiaanaf? 

necessary.  Prosthesis  ' 
jfor  Mastectomies^  ^ 
Home  parties  avkilat^ 


Crossroads  Plaza 
Rt.  38  & Church  Road 
Between  the  Cherry  Hill 
& Moorestown  Mails 
609-667^9345 

M-F  10  to  10. 

Saturday  10  to  6. 

Sunday  12  to  5. 

Visa  • Mastercard  M 


TRANSVESTITE  PRIVATE  EYE 


FINAL  INSTALLMENT 
By  Rebecca  J.  Budiancna 

CHAPTER  ELEVEN 

"Would  you  leave  us  alone  now,  Rachel?”  Bertie  said, 
and  Rachel  silently  left  the  room. 

"Was  she  right?"  Dawn  said  breathlessly.  "You  were 
all  men?" 

"Now  don’t  get  excited,  of  course  not.  Rachel  was 
just,  shall  we  say,  exagerating.  Quite  a few  members 
were  at  one  time  of  the  masculine  persuasion,  but  we 
corrected  that  little  defect." 

"Rachel?" 

"One  of  our  better  examples.  A fine  spec i man  of 

womanhood.  But  she  was  unique  - we  were  able  to  get  to 
her  at  an  early  age.  We  began  training  her  as  an 

infant." 

"Oh,  my  God!  Senator  Boyce’s  son!" 

"Oh,  yes  - I had  forgotten."  Bertie  smiled.  "She 
wasn’t  the  only  son  of  -a  famous  person,  either.  Because 
violence  was  involved  in  the  kidnapping,  it  got  the  most 
notoriety." 

"You’ve  kidnapped  others?  Turned  them  into 

women?"  Dawn  sat  down  meekly,  folding  her  hands  in  her 
lap  without  thinking. 


"Many  others.  Not  just  our  little  group  here,  but 
all  over  the  country.  And  for  years  and  years.  It  all 
started  back  in  the  '30 ’s  when  Them  was  first  formed. 
They  decided  to  pull  off  a major  stunt  to  call  attention 
to  the  new  group.  They  kidnapped  a child,  but  it  was 
such  a bungle,  they  framed  someone  else  and  didn’t  claim 
credit.  The  child,  unfortunately,  died.  Imagine  if  he 
had  lived  and  had  been  given  the  same  treatments  as 
Rachel.” 


"Who  was  that  child?” 

"The  son  of  an  aviator  - Charles  Lindbergh.  He 

went  to  his  grave  believing  his  son  was  still  alive.  If 

things  had  worked  out  according  to  plan,  he  would  have 

been.  But,  enough  of  the  past."  Bertie  went  over  to  a 

locked  desk  and  produced  a key  from  her  hip  pocket. 

"We  don’t  believe  our  methods  have  worked  satisfac- 
torily on  you,  Dawn.  At  least  I don’t."  She  unlocked 
the  desk  top  end  folded  it  down.  "Your  will  is  very 
strong.  You’ve  turned  into  quite  a young  lady,  however, 
you  don’t  think  like  one.  Therefore,  we  are  going  to 

change  our  plans  concerning  you." 

Bertie  removed  two  folders  from  a number  of  files 
inside  the  desk  and  then  closed  and  locked  it  again. 
She  walked  over  to  Dawn,  now  sitting  with  her  legs 
crossed,  arms  folded  across  her  bosom.  She  had  no 

expression  on  heK  face.  Her  heart  began  to  thud  quickly 
in  her  chest. 

"This  is  the  file  on  Rachel.  It  contains  pictures, 
medical  reports,  school  records,  everything  from  age  six. 
Rachel  has  been  a fine  recruit,  but  her  usefulness  has 
come  to  an  end.  You  know  too  much,  Dawn  Cole.  Rachel 
must  never  know  about  her  true  background.  Ergo,  you 
both  must  disappear.  When  this  file  disappears,  Rachel 
no  longer  exists.  And  when  this  file  is  destroyed  - 
she  held  up  the  second  folder.  " - Dawn  Cole  will  no 
longer  exist." 
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Dawn  shot  up  from  her  seat.  "You’re  going  to 
murder  us?  How  can  you  do  that  to  us?  We’re  no 

threat  to  you  anymore!" 

"Sit  down!”  Bertie  yelled  angrily.  "Mind  your 

tongue!  I decide  on  who  lives  and  who  dies  around  here! 
And  you  are  a definite  threat  to  us!  Maureen!"  She 
yelled  the  name  and  the  door  opened.  A redheaded  women 
stood  in  the  doorway. 

"Bring  in  our  newest  ’recruit’,  would  you,  dear?” 

The  woman  left  the  doorway  and  in  seconds 

returned.  With  Jonelle. 

Dawn  shot  up  again,  and  Bertie  backhanded  her 
across  the  face,  sending  her  back  into  her  seat. 

"So  you  do  know  her.  We  thought  so.  You  still 

have  friends  on  the  outside,  Ms.  Cole,  therefore  you  are 
still  dangerous  to  us.  Maureen,  remove  them.” 

’’Where  to,  ma’am,"  Maureen  asked. 

"Where  to?  To  a holding  cell!  They’re  prisoners!" 

Maureen  closed  the  door  to  the  room  instead, 
leaving  the  four  of  them  inside.  "I  can’t  do  that, 
ma'am." 


”Vhat!l  I won’t  stand  for  this  insubordination! 
You  will  be  sever ly  reprimanded  for  this!" 

"No,  Bertie,  I won’t."  Maureen  walked  up  to  a 

stunned  Bertie  and  yanked  the  files  from  her  hand. 

Outraged,  Bertie  flung  herself  at  the  smaller  woman, 
screaming  at  the  top  of  her  lungs.  "Shut  her  up!” 
Jonelle  said.  Dawn  looked1  at  her,  puzzled. 


Maureen  avoided  Bertie's  first  blow,  then  deflected 
the  second.  She  dropped  the  files  and  assumed  a 
defensive  stance.  Bertie  was  still  yelling,  and  Dawn 
could  hear  footsteps  approaching.  "Do  it  now!"  Jonelle 
cried. 

Maureen  hit  Bertie  twice  so  fast  Dawn  barely  saw 
it.  The  first  shot  to  Bertie's  nose  stopped  her  in  her 
tracks,  the  second  blow  to  her  chin  sent  her  sprawling 
to  the  floor.  She  was  now  silent,  holding  her  jaw,  and 
in  obvious  pain. 

Dawn  retrieved  the  files  from  the  floor  and  stood 
up  straight,  staring  at  Jonelle.  "Jo  - " 

"We've  no  time  for  pleasantries,  we  have  to  get  out 
of  here.  Now.” 

Someone  was  banging  on  the  outside  of  the  door. 
"What's  going  on  in  there?  Open  this  door!" 

Dawn  noticed  Bertie  was  watching  their  every 
movement,  alert,  ready  to  strike.  Just  before  she  could 
yell  out,  Dawn  threw  an  expert  sweep  kick  that  sent 
Bertie  head  over  heels.  A follow-up  front  kick  put 
Bertie  out  cold.  "Nice  work,"  the  redhead  said. 

"Dawn,  this  is  Tiffany  Hardcastle,  a private 
detective.  Tiffany,  this  is  Dawn,  formerly  David  Cole." 

"Hi,"  Tiffany  said.  She  looked  her  well-dressed 
colleague  over  thoroughly,  from  her  slender  legs  to  her 
small  waist  to  her  budding  breasts  to  her  lovely  face 
framed  by  full,  gorgeous  bonde  hair. 

"Nice  to  meet  you,"  Dawn  said,  embarrassed  to  meet 
a fellow  detective  this  way. 

"Open  this  door  or  we’ll  break  it  down!"  The  voice 
in  the  hallway  shouted. 

"There’s  no  need  to  break  it  down!"  Dawn  shouted 
back.  "I’m  opening  it." 
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Dawn  went  to  the  door  and  opened  it.  Peering  eyes 
strained  to  see  past  her  into  the  room.  ’’This  is  my 

sociodrama  class  - we  were  in  the  middle  of  an  important 
scene !” 

"Uh  - sorry.  We  thought  there  was  trouble. 

Sorry.  Is  Bertie  in  there?” 

"Yes,"  Dawn  said.  ’’She's  helping  me  with  my  scene. 
By  the  way,  could  you  find  Rachel  and  send  her  back 
here?” 


"Sure,  sure,  no  problem.  Sorry  to  have  disturbed 

you.” 


The  women  left  and  Dawn  closed  the  door  again. 
She  handed  the  folders  over  to  Tiffany. 

"This  file  contains  everything  about  Rachel  Morris, 
the  former  Richard  Boyce,  Jr.  They’ve  turned  him  into  a 
woman." 

Tiffany  looked  through  the  papers  in  the  file. 
Then  she  looked  at  the  second  dossier. 

"This  is  about  you.  It  has  medical  records 
detailing  hormone  therapy  - 

Jonelle  interrupted  Tiffany.  "Dawn!  Those  breasts 
- they’re  real?  You’re  a real  woman  now?” 

"Not  completely,  but  just  about.  They  had  plans  to 
make  it  official,  though.  But  not  more  than  fifteen 
minutes  ago,  Bertie  decided  I wasn't  responding  to  their 
brainwashing  sufficiently  enough.  They  were  going  to  ~ 
She  stopped  when  the  door  opened  and  Rachel  stepped 
into  the  room. 


"What’s  going  on  here?"  She  walked  over  to  Bertie 
and  felt  for  a pulse.  "Who  did  this  to  her?  Who  are 
you  two?”  She  pointed  at  Tiffany  and  Jonelle. 

"Rachel,  listen  to  me,"  Dawn  said.  "Bertie  told  me 
they  were  going  to  dispose  of  me  because  of  everything  I 
know  about  you  ~ about  who  you  really  are." 

"What  do  you  mean  - who  I really  am?" 

Dawn  took  the  folder  from  Tiffany.  "This  is  your 
file,  Rachel.  It  contains  everything  about  what  they  did 
to  you  since  you  were  six  years  old.  I know  who  your 
real  father  is,  he  hired  me  to  find  you." 

"My  father?  I never  knew  who  my  father  was,  my 
mother  never  mentioned  him..." 

"She  wasn't  your  real  mother,  listen,  I can  explain 
everything  later.  Right  now  we  have  to  get  out  of  here. 
And  only  you  can  help  us." 

"Why  would  I want  to  help  you?  Why  would  you  want 
to  leave?” 

"They  were  going  to  kill  me!  And  you!  Don’t  you 
understand?  You  were  the  son  of  a United  States 
Senator!  They  kidnapped  you  and  turned  you  into  a 
woman!  If  word  about  that  got  out  and  into  the  press, 

this  group  would  be  finished!  You  are  of  no  use  to  Them 
any  longer!” 

Rachel  stood  and  looked  at  Dawn,  then  at  Tiffany 
and  finally  at  Jonelle.  "Is  this  true?”  They  both  shook 
their  heads.  Rachel  took  the  folder  from  Dawn  and 
turned  the  pages,  a pained  expression  on  her  face  as 
she  read  what  was  on  the  sheets.  "It  is  true.  There  is 
a newspaper  clipping  about  the  kidnapping  in  here... oh, 
God!"  She  sobbed  uncontrollably, 

"We  have  to  leave  now,  Rachel.  Lead  the  way." 


Continued  on  Page  27. 


SPECIAL  COMIC  BOOK  PREVIEW! 
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On  the  next  three  pages  are  reprinted  the 
back-up  story  appearing  in  En  Femme  Comics  #1. 
The  book  has  gone  through  many  changes  and  formats 
before  finally  seeing  print  in  mid-March.  The 
most  obvious  change  is  the  price,  having  been 
slashed  in  half  to  $5.00.  Reprinted  below  is  the 
cover  of  the  comic.  To  order,  send  $5. 00  in  U.  S. 
funds  to  En  Femme  Comics,  P.  0.  Box  7854,  West 
Trenton,  N.  J.  08628.  All  orders  will  be  shipped 
in  plain  brown  envelope  on  the  day  they  are 
received. 
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CHARIER  TWELVE 

Dawn  found  the  desk  key  in  Bertie’s  pocket  and 
opened  up  the  desk.  While  she  went  through  the  other 
files  in  there,  Tiffany  and  Jonelle  took  a roll  of  masking 
tape  and  taped  Bertie’s  mouth  shut  and  her  hands  and 
feet  together. 

’’There's  enough  in  here  for  the  feds  to  shut  this 
organization  down  permanently!”  Dawn  said  excitedly. 

Tiffany  and  Jonelle  lifted  Bertie  up  and  placed  her 
into  the  closet.  "Okay,  let’s  get  the  hell  out  of  here.” 
Jonelle  said. 

"I  don’t  have  a lot  of  influence  with  the  other 
members,  but  I should  be  able  to  get  us  out  the  front 
door  without  a problem,”  Rachel  stated,  her  hand  on  the 
doorknob.  "Here  we  go.”  She  opened  the  door  and  led 
the  others  into  the  hallway. 

There  weren’t  any  guards  in  the  immediate  area,  but 
they  were  at  the  top  of  the  stairs. 

"Where  you  ail  going?”  one  of  them  said  gruffly 
while  simultanously  blocking  their  path. 

”We  have  to  go  out,  we  need  some  things  for  our 
class.  Bertie  assigned  these  two  to  accompany  us.” 

Dawn  watched  Rachel  as  she  spoke  and  was 

impressed  by  how  cool  and  calm  she  handled  herself.  Her 
own  heart  was  pounding  in  her  chest  and  she  could  feel 
sweat  beading  up  on  her  forehead.  She  looked  behind  her 
at  Tiffany/Maureen  and  Jonelle.  They  did  not  look  back 
at  her,  instead  concentrating  on  the  guards. 

"Bertie  said  so,  huh?  I know  that  one  ~ ” she 

pointed  at  Maureen.  "She’s  only  been  here  a short  time. 
I better  check  with  Bertie.” 


"We're  only  going  to  the  drugstore,  it's  right 
across  the  street,"  Maureen  said.  "I’ll  bring  them  back 
safe.  I can  handle  that  much." 

The  guards  looked  at  each  other.  They  shrugged 

their  shoulders.  ."Okay,  but  we’ll  be  watching  you." 

Rachel  led  the  group  down  the  stairs.  The  two 
guards  followed  behind  them.  Suddenly  one  of  them 

stopped.  "I'm  going  to  check  on  Bertie.  I’ll  catch  up 

to  you."  She  went  back  up  the  steps  toward  the  drama 
class  room. 

Dawn  was  real  nervous  now.  She  couldn’t 

understand  why  she  was  experiencing  such  an  anxiety 
attack.  She  never  had  one  before  - and  now  was  not  a 
good  time  to  get  her  first.  Normally,  she  was  very  calm 
and  in  control  in  tense  situations,  but  this  time  she  was 
turning  into  a basket  case.  Sweat  poured  down  her  face. 
Her  hands  were  cold  and  clammy.  Her  heart  was  drumming 
out  of  control  - what  was  wrong  with  her? 

Rachel  opened  the  front  door  of  the  building  and 
held  it  as  Dawn,  Tiffany  and  Jonelle  passed  her.  The 
guard  stopped  at  the  door  and  held  it  as  Rachel  exited. 
She  stood  in  the  doorway  as  the  four  walked  across  the 
street. 

They  reached  the  small  drugstore  and  went  inside. 
Tiffany  immediately  put  a quarter  in  the  pay  phone  and 
called  Senator  Boyce. 

Back  inside  the  house,  the  second  guard  alerted 
the  other  Them  members  inside  after  she  discovered  the 
bound  and  gagged  Bertie.  They  collectively  ran  across 
the  street,  some  of  them  pulling  out  guns.  They  invaded 
the  drugstore,  but  didn't  find  anyone  other  than  a 
terrified  clerk. 
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’’Where  did  they  go!"  One  of  them  screamed.  The 
otherw  were  already  heading  for  the  back  door  of  the 
store  which  led  into  an  alley. 

Rachel  and  Dawn  were  already  far  behind  Tiffany 
and  Jonelle,  all  of  whom  were  running  for  their  lives 
down  the  alley.  Dawn  finally  stopped  and  kicked  off  her 
high  heels.  She  was  so  light-headed  now,  she  seriously 
wondered  if  she  was  having  a heart  attack. 

The  alley  led  onto  a large  city  street,  the  four 
women  ran  headlong  into  the  mid-afternoon  lunch  rush. 
They  continued  to  run,  avoiding  people  as  they  did  so, 
until  Tiffany  led  them  into  a large  office  building. 

They  took  the  elevator  up  to  the  top  floor  and 
then  the  stairs  up  to  the  roof.  There,  Dawn  collapsed 
in  exhaustion. 

"I  (gasp)  can't  breath..."  she  said.  Her  face  was 
red  and  soaked  with  sweat.  Tiffany  opened  her  blouse 
and  took  her  pulse. 

’’My  God!  Your  heartbeat  is  too  fast  - your  blood 
pressure  is  ready  to  explode!” 

’’I  can't,  huh,  can’t..."  Dawn  began  to 

hyperventilate.  "I  need  help..." 

Jonelle  went  back  down  the  stairs  and  searched  for 
a phone.  She  found  one  in  an  office  with  a deserted 
reception  area  and  dialed  911,  requesting  an  ambulance. 
She  went  back  up  to  the  roof  and  led  the  others  back  to 
the  office.  Rachel  and  Tiffany  supported  the  gasping 

Dawn  between  them. 

They  laid  her  down  on  a couch  and  used  magazines 
as  fans,  waving  them  over  her  to  cool  her  down.  Her 
heaving  chest  was  soaked  with  sweat.  Jonelle  stared  at 
the  small,  firm  breasts  beneath  the  drenched  blouse  and 
tried  to  convince  herself  that  they  were  real.  Her  David 
had  breasts  almost  as  large  as  her  own. 
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The  ambulance  arrived  minutes  later  and  the 

€ 

paramedics  reached  the  office  at  the  same  time  as  the 
secretary  who  had  stepped  out  for  lunch.  She  just 
watched  dumbfounded  as  the  paramedics  worked  on  Dawn 
then  took  her  out  on  a stretcher,  followed  by  Tiffany, 
Jonelle  and  Rachel.  She  closed  the  door  behind  them  and 
sat  back  down  behind  her  desk  as  if  nothing  had 
happened. 

Dawn  was  wheeled  out  of  the  building  and  into  the 
waiting  ambulance.  Jonelle  went  with  her  and  the  others 
hailed  a cab  to  follow  them  to  the  hospital. 


CHAPTER  THIRTEEN 

In  the  waiting  area  of  the  hospital,  Jonelle  and 
Tiffany  acquainted  themselves  with  Rachel.  She  recounted 
stories  of  Them  from  as  far  back  as  she  could  remember. 
Tiffany  was  astounded  by  what  the  group  had  accomplished 
while  retaining  such  obscurity.  Then  a doctor  approached 
them. 

"Ms.  Cole  will  be  fine.  She  suffered  a mild 
myocardial  infarction,  brought  on  by  hypertension  and 
exhaustion.  Also,  she’s  sever ly  malnourished.  We’ll  keep 
her  overnight  for  observation,  but  I don’t  see  why  she 
can’t  be  released  tomorrow."  v 

"Thank  you.  doctor,"  Jonelle  said.  "Can  we  see 

her?” 


"Of  course,  follow  me." 

Dawn  was  lying  in  bed,  her  face  scrubbed  clean  of 
make-up,  her  jewelry  removed.  She  was  under  the  white 
sheet,  but  her  upper  body  showed  she  was  wearing  a 
hospital  gown.  "Hi,  gang,"  she  said. 


”How  do  you  feel?”  asked  Jonelle. 

’’Okay,  a little  embarrassed  about  the  questions 
they  asked  regarding  my  sexual  status,  but  other  than 
that...” 

’’Listen,  Dawn,  try  to  remember  what  you  did  with 
the  files  from  Them’s  headquarters,”  Tiffany  said. 

”0h,  no!  I forgot  all  about  them!  I must  have 
dropped  them  somewhere...”  Her  face  got  even  paler. 

’’Don’t  worry  about  it,”  Rachel  said.  ”At  least 
you’re  okay.  Ve  can  worry  about  Them  later.” 

”1  tried  to  call  Senator  Boyce  again  but  can't  get 
an  answer,”  Jonelle  said,  sitting  on  the  edge  of  the  bed 
and  taking  Dawn’s  hand.  ”He  must  have  gone  crazy  after 
the  call  he  got  from  the  drugstore.  Once  you  get  out 

of  here,  we’ll  go  directly  to  him.” 

The  other  three  looked  at  Rachel  who  smiled  weakly. 
”1  don’t  know  if  I can  face  him.  After  all  this  time? 
And  look  at  me  - is  this  what  he’s  expectinq  me  to  look 
like?” 


"The  man  has  been  searching  for  you,  spending 
every  cent  he  owns  on  tracking  down  the  thinnest  of 
leads,”  said  Dawn.  "He’s  still  your  father,  and  you’re 
his  only  child,  his  only  family.  Everything  will  be  fine.” 

The  next  day,  Dawn  checked  out  of  the  hospital. 

Jonelle  brought  her  a change  of  clothes,  and  after  a 

phone  call  to  confirm  that  he  was  at  home,  the  four  of 
them  made  their  way  to  Senator  Boyce’s  house. 

The  Senator  greeted  them  in  his  study.  He 

expressed  sincere  gratitude  at  seeing  Dawn  again,  albeit 

in  her  altered  form.  He  thanked  Tiffany  and  Jonelle  for 
the  job  she  had  done  in  getting  Dawn  away  from  Them, 
and  looked  at  the  tall  blonde  who  was  unknown  to  him. 


"Senator  Boyce,  may  we  introduce  Rachel  Morris, 
late  the  sociodrama  instructor  of'  Them,"  Dawn  said, 
taking  Rachel’s  hand  and  leading  her  close  to  the 
Senator. 

Richard  Boyce  looked  at  the  statuesque  beauty  and 
saw  her  lower  lip  quivering,  her  eyes  watering.  He  stuck 
out  a hand,  but  Rachel  didn’t  take  it,  instead  staring 
deeply  into  his  eyes,  her  brows  knitting  tightly  in 
confusion. 

"Do  I know  you,  young  lady?"  The  Senator  said, 
seeing  something  vaguely  recognizable  in  the  face  of  the 
woman. 

"D_daddy?"  her  voice  wavered  and  was  barely 
audible. 

"Pardon?”  There  was  a hint  of  confusion  in  the 
voice  of  the  Senator  now.  Neither  had  broken  eye 
contact  since  Dawn’s  introduction. 

"Senator,  it  took  many  hours  and  a lot  of  your 
money,"  Dawn  stated  suddenly.  "It  was  an  extremely 
traumatic  experience,  one  that  will  take  many  months, 
even  years  to  recover  from.  I very  nearly  died,  and  was 
subjected  to  a feminization  process  that  may  have 
reached  a point  of  no  return  at  the  hands  of  somewhat 
ruthless  women  with  a severe  hatred  of  men. 

"These  women  decided  many  years  ago  to  strike  at 
the  male-dominated  world  by  forcefully  turning  men  into 
women.  If  they  were  able  to  resist  or  didn’t  live  up  to 
expectations,  they  were  eliminated. 

"Twenty-some  years  ago,  they  kidnapped  a small 
child  from  a prominent  young  U.S.  Senator.  Unfortunat- 
ely violence  erupted  and  people  died.  The  child  was 
never  found  or  heard  from  again.  The  case  was  closed 
years  later  with  the  discovery  of  a small  skeleton  in  the 
basement  of  a burned  out  building,  the  former 
headquarters  of  Them  - the  suspected  kidnappers. 


Continued  on  Page  35. 
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"The  child  lived,  however.  The  woman  who  had  taken 
him  tried  to  leave  the  group  and  raise  the  child  as  her 
own.  This  failed.  The  woman  was  found  and  killed,  the 

child  returned  to  the  group.  They  raised  it  well, 

educated  it  at  the  best  schools,  intended  to  make  it 
someone  to  build  the  group  on  in  the  future. 

"The  child  grew  up,  strong  and  brave,  highly 
educated  with  an  advanced  degree  in  psychology.  . ." 

Senator  Boyce  interrupted,  looking  at  Dawn  with 
watering  eyes.  "My  son...?  Where?" 

Dawn  looked  at  Rachel,  who  was  still  staring  at  the 
Senator,  mascara-stained  tears  running  down  her  cheeks. 
Boyce  followed  Dawn’s  gaze  and  looked  deep  into  Rachel’s 
eyes. 


"Senator,  this  is  your  child  - Rachel." 

"D-daddy?"  Rachel  was  in  near  convulsion.  Tiffany 
held  her  shoulders  from  behind.  Jonelie  choked  back 
tears  of  her  own.  Boyce  walked  slowly  out  from  behind 
his  desk,  never  taking  his  eyes  off  the  trembling  girl. 

"My  son?  Richard?’’ 

"Richard  is  no  more,  Senator,"  Tiffany  said.  "This 
is  your  daughter,  Rachel." 

Boyce  looked  Rachel  over  from  top  to  bottom, 
seeing  the  expertly  coif  fed  blonde  hair  framing  the  fine 
feminine  features  highlighted  by  light  make-up.  Her 
slender  shoulders  ended  in  soft,  pretty  hands  with 
professional ly  manicured  and  polished  nails.  He  took  in 
her  ample  breasts,  now  heaving  with  her  every  breath, 
under  the  attractive  floral  print  blouse.  Her  slender 
waist,  the  swoop  of  her  hips  that  led  down  to  her  long 
legs  showcased  in  a short  white  skirt  and  perched  on 
white  pumps.  Everything  about  her  was  totally  female  - 
surely  this  couldn't  be  his  long  lost  son? 
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But  something  deep  inside  told  him  it  was. 
Something  he  had  seen  when  his  eyes  first  met  hers.  It 
was  intangible,  but  it  had  been  there.  This  was  indeed 
Richard,  Jr.  He  rushed  forward  and  threw  his  arms 

around  the  trembling  figure. 

Jonelle  dabbed  at  the  tears  welling  up  in  the 

corners  of  her  eyes.  Dawn’s  chest  felt  constricted 

again,  and  she  had  to  struggle  to  catch  her  breath. 
Even  the  normally  emotionless  Tiffany  Hardcastle  found 
herself  choking  up  over  the  heart-rending  reunion. 

’’We’ll  leave  you  to  get  re-acquainted  with  Rachel, 

Senator  Boyce,”  Dawn  said,  backing  out  of  the  room  and 

motioning  for  Tiffany  and  Jonelle  to  follow.  But  the 

Senator  never  heard  her.  He  just  hugged  his  child 

closer  to  him,  as  the  tears  poured  down  his  face. 

Outside,  the  three  made  their  way  to  the  rented 

car. 


”So  what  now,  Dawn?”  Tiffany  asked,  sliding  into  the 
driver’s  seat.  ’’Officially  David  is  dead  and  buried.  Will 
you  continue  as  Dawn?” 

Dawn  sat  in  the  middle  of  the  front  bench  seat, 
Jonelle  getting  in  last  next  to  her.  ”1  don’t  know,  I 
haven’t  thought  about  it.  I’ve  been  this  way  for  so  long 
now...” 

”If  you  even  think  about  being  a man  again,  I’ll 
kill  you  for  real!”  Jonelle  blurted  out,  a huge  smile 
spreading  across  her  face. 

’’Well,  I guess  that  settles  that.  What  about  you, 

Tiff?” 


’’First  off,  I have  some  phone  calls  to  make  to  find 
out  what  happened  to  the  Them  group  after  we  escaped. 
They  think  we  have  their  files,  so  we’re  still  a threat 
to  them.” 


’They'll  have  to  shut  down  operations  in  this  city 
at  least.  We  know  too  much  about  them.”  Dawn  took 
Jonelle’s  left  hand  in  her  right.  Jonelle  smiled.  "We'll 
have  to  keep  an  eye  out  for  them...” 

"Or  leave  this  city  and  start  a new  life,"  Jonelle 
piped  in.  "You  can  start  a new  practice,  as  much  as  I 
hate  dectective  work..." 

"I  could  use  a partner.  What  do  you  say.  Tiff?” 

Tiffany  smiled  and  started  the  car.  "I'll  think 
about  it.  I don’t  know  if  I can  handle  anymore  of  the 
cases  you  two  get  involved  in." 

"After  this  one,  everything  else  will  be  extremely 
dull.  But  we  made  quite  a team.  What  do  you  say?" 

Tiffany  shifted  the  car  and  clutched  Dawn’s  free 
hand  in  her  right.  "Quite  a team,"  she  said. 

TFE  END 
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You  may  want  to  order  it  even  if  you’ve  read  it,  the 
photos  alone  will  be  worth  the  price! 
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Meet  The  Ladies  of  New  Hope 


With  the  re-opening  of  The 
Cartwheel  in  New  Hope,  Pa,,  we 
would  like  to  take  this  OPpOrtUn- 
LANO  ity  to  introduce  you  to  soie  of  the 
indigenous  nightlife, 

^ ( This  page,  clockwise  from  top , 
left ) Berry  Lyndon,  Dee  Dee,  & 
Amanda  Winters, 
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(Above)  Monica  Rey,  photographed  at 

Donna's  Hair  Studio  in  Trenton,  (Belov)  Berrie  Lyndon  and  fteanda 

Winters, 


The  Cartwheel  is  located 
just  north  of  New  Hope  on  Route 
202,  Enjoy  dinner  in  newly 
renovated  17th  century  structure 
dining  room,  where  you  will  be 
greeted  by  the  chanting  Danee 
Russo,  your  hostess,  After  dining, 
step  downstairs  into  Bucks  County's 
hottest  night  dub,  On  Wednesdays 
The  Cartwheel  presents  an  evening 
of  entertainment  featuring  Diane 
Jones  and  Tinsel  Garland, 


(Above)  Monica  Rey  and  Dee  Dee 
photographed  at  a recent 
Renaissance  meeting. 


(Left)  Therese  and  Donna  (back  to 
camera)  at  The  Cartwheel, 


(Belov)  Robyn  Ann  at  the  Grand 
Opening, 
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THE  OUTREACH  INSTTITUTE 

A UNIQUE  HOLIDAY  VACATION 
TO  LIVE,  LEARN,  AND  EXPLORE 
DIVERSE  ASPECTS  OF 
ALTERNATIVE  GENDER  LIFESTYLES 


Provincetown,  Cape  Cod 
Massachusetts 

□ O □ 

FANTASIA  FAIR  . . . 

...  IS  FOR  LEARNING 

...  IS  FOR  FUN 

...IS  FOR  CONFIDENCE 


FANTASIA  AIR  . . . 


...OPENS  A Nr  WORLD  OF  EXPERIENCE 
IN  CROSSGE  R LIVING. 

. . takes  place  ir  unique  and  friendly  setting  of 
Provincetown,  h chusetts  at  the  tip  of  beautiful 
Cape  Cod 

. . . occurs  Octob:  h through  25th  One  full  week 

plur  vo  week.  Nine  full  days  of  exciting 
activities. 

...  is  a unique  or  mity  for  the  whole  spectrum 
of  the  crossdress.  mmunity  to  share  a fascinat- 
ing experience  t ng  in  an  alternative  gender 
lifestyle. 

...  is  a program  dc  2d  for  fun.  A variety  of  events 
like  the  Ladies  N;  Fantasia  Fair  Follies,  Fashion 
Show,  Kite  Fly,  W Watch,  and  Fantasy  Ball  will 
appeal  to  the  inc  sophisticate  as  well  as  the 
outdoor  enthuas 

...  is  a learning  er  nment.  Legal,  Health,  Life- 
style, and  Sociolog  aspects  of  crossgender  living 
are  explored  in  de 

. . .will  improve  self-image.  Some  of  the 
available  worksho  axe:makeup,  wigs,  speech 
and  body  language  name  just  a few. 

. . . appeals  to  all  c dressers,  TVs,  TGs,  and  TS 
The  Fair  provides  : cure  environment  for  begin- 

ners as  well  as  spot  and  friends. 


...IS  FOR  YOU 

□ O O 

FOR  INFORMATION  AND  REGISTRATION 
WRITE  TO. 

FANTASIA  FAIR 
P.  O.  BOX  11254 
UNQOLNIA  STATION 
ALEXANDRIA,  VA  22312 

Indude  your  mailing  name  and  address. 


Fantasia  Fair  is  dec  to  help  the  crossdresser 
feel  comfortable  livir  opposite  gender  role. 

Novices  are  urged  tr  and  enjoy  their  alter- 

native role,  without  & m a secure  and  under- 
standing environmer. 

As  the  Fair  comes  to  dose,  participants  have 
developed  new  Friend:  ps  and  achieved  a new 
plateau  of  personal  growth.  Each  is  reluctant  to 
leave,  but  carries  away  many  lasting  memories  and 
a special  aura  that  is  the  SPIRIT  OF  FANTASIA 
FAIR! 


En  Feme  will  not  publish  an  ad 
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language  or  photo,  Any  words  or 
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way  be  excluded  at  the  discretion 
of  the  editors,  which  reserves  the 
right  to  edit  or  re-write  any  ad 
that  violates  this  policy  or  its 
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Free  Personal  fid  For  Subscribers! 

The  free  ad  is  limited  to  35  words 
and  the  printing  of  a suitable 
photograph,  Words  over  35  will  be 
charged  ,25  per  word,  See 

subscription  fori  on  page  24, 
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in  the  lower  left  hand  corner. 
Place  these  letters  in  a larger 
envelope,  along  with  $1,00  for  each 
letter  to  be  forwarded  (Maximum  fee 
- $5,00)  and  aail  to  En  Feuae,  P . 0 . 
Box  7854,  Trenton,  N,J,  08628, 


S.B,  1 Box  NY109 

Single  male,  straight/bi  ?,  looking 
for  that  very  attractive,  very 
passable  TV/TS,  to  help  «e  find 
myself , Once  the  question  is 
answered,  who  knows  where  it  could 
lead,  You  lead,  I learn  and 
follow,  Photo/phone  please, 


Robyn  Ann  Box  NJ100 


SUM  TV,  29,  member 
Renaissance,  Phi  Chapter, 
Artist/Wr iter /Editor  of  En  Feme, 
Interests  include  music,  film, 
computers,  photography,  shopping, 
traveling.  Pass  easily  and  go  out 
often,  Will  correspond/meet  with 
others  with  similar  interests, 


Jenny  0,  Baker  Box  PA102 

TS,  30,  living  as  woman  for  over  8 
years  in  Phiia,  Member  of  Renais- 
sance, Phi  Chapter,  Interests 
include  science  fiction,  Or,  Who, 
comic  books,  video,  film, 


A word  about  your  subscription,  If 
the  number  88/5  appears  above  your 
name  on  your  mailing  label,  this  is 
the  last  issue  you  have  paid  for, 
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Dixie  Box  PA104 

BIWH,  45,  TV,  Interested  in 
meeting  others  fro*  N . E , Penna. 
Enjoy  photos,  videos,  boating, 


Ester  Box  IN112 

WW,  TV,  40,  non-passable,  Artist, 
educated,  travelled,  Indiana, 
Like  to  hear  from  passable  TS's, 
TV's,  or  professional  impersonators 
in  New  York  City  or  Chicago, 
Desire  social  contacts,  friend- 
ships, possible  dates,  Hetero- 
sexual, but  not  hostile  to  gays, 
Respond  to  all  with  photos, 


SUM,  36,  actor,  musician, 
party  girl,  Interested  in  fashion, 
film,  photography,  dining, 
shopping,  Member  and  officer  of 
Renaissance,  member  of  Phi  Chapter, 


GUM,  28,  5'10°,  175  lbs, 
brown  hair,  blue  eyes,  Considered 
sensitive,  an  easy-going  pacifist, 
Hobbies  include  art,  iusic, 
dancing,  nature,  poetry,  cars, 
Interested  in  corresponding  with 
and  possibly  meeting  with  TV,  TS, 
CD  who  wishes  to  find  out  what 
acceptance  really  is, 


Joan 


Box  NY10G 


m,  TV/TG,  53,  Member  Tri-Ess, 
Tiffany,  Retired,  lives  part-time, 
travels  NYC  area:  shopping, 
socials,  etc,  Family  grown  & un- 
derstanding, Will  answer  w/photo, 


Angela 


Box  PA101 


Jeff 


Box  INI 05 


Candi  Box  FLI13 
BiWM,  TV/T6,  35,  Interested  in  all 
things  feminine,  art,  music, 
movies,  photography,  Correspon- 
dence with  possible  meeting,  Open 
to  all,  Please  include  photo  for 
mine 


Steve  Box  NJU5 

m,  41,  ex-TV,  loves  TS' , TV's, 
pro  drag  shows,  eye  make-up, 
foreign  films,  opera,  Bugs  -Bunny , 
dining,  being  bi  with  the  right 
'girl',  seamed  stockings  & high 
heels,  photos,  and  writing  to  you, 


Mary  Ellen  Box  0C108 

HWN,  54,  Tri-Ess  member  but  novice 
TV,  Wife  understanding  of  needs 
but  children  still  at  home  limit 
opportunity  to  dress,  Would  like 
to  correspond  and  find  out  how 
others  handle  like  situations, 


Joan  Box  CANU4 

Would  like  to  converse  with  a 
female  who  understands  cross- 
dressers, Would  appreciate  meeting 
and  even  living  with  same  for 
several  days,  Would  pay  well  for 
same,  Please  write  with  photo, 
(Canadian  Ad) 


Nicole  Box  NJ103 


SWM,  40,  TV,  member  of  Phi  Chapter, 
Renaissance,  Pocono  Weekends, 
Interested  in  corresponding/meeting 
with  others,  Interested  in  photo- 
graphy, video,  aircraft,  music, 
foreign  films, 


Frag  Classified  ftd  for  Groups* 

Groups  nay  list  theaselves,  their 
addresses,  phone  nuaber,  or  lention 
their  upcoeing  events  in  the 
classified  section  free  of  charge, 
En  Feme  is  published  every  two 
tonths  (Jan/Feb,  Har/Apr,  Hay/Jun, 
Jui/Aug,  Sep/Oct,  Nov/Dec),  so  ads 
should  reach  the  aagazine  the  aonth 
before  publication,  The  editors 
reserve  the  right  to  edit  or  re- 
write classified  ads  to  correct 
granar  or  spelling  or  to  refuse 
sexually  explicit  words  or  phrases. 
Any  ads  soliciting  aoney  will  be 
considered  coaiercial  ads  and  are 
not  available  as  a free  ad, 


TIFFftNY  CLUS 

Write  to;  Box  IS,  Wayland, 
HA  01778, 

Meets  casually  every 
Saturday  at  7 p.i.  Rap  groups  every 
Tuesday  at  8 p.t. 

TRI-ESS  (S.E.R.) 

Write  to;  Box  467,  Oakhurst , 
H.J.  07755, 

New  group  in  Northern  N,J, 


REM1SSANEE 

Write  to;  C.O.S.,  P.0,  Box 
1263,  King  of  Prussia,  PA  19406, 


EH1M&PIER 

Write  to;  0.  8eeian,  P.0, 
Box  2512,  West  Chester,  PA  19380, 
fleets  4th  Saturday  of  the 
•onth  in  Cherry  Hill,  N,J, 


ii  mm  sfioyp 

Write  to;  TS  Support  6roup, 
P,0,  Box  15836,  Phila,,  PA  19103, 
Heets  1st  I 3rd  Tuesdays  of 
each  aonth  at  Oignity  House,  252  S, 
12th  St,  Phila, 


ItaMter  halves 

Write  to:  P.0,  Box  584, 

Cherry  Hill,  NJ  08003, 

New  group  for  wives  and 
partners  of  TV's,  affiliated  with 
Phi  Chapter, 


QUIREACH  MSI1IUIE 

Write  to;  8, A,  Lind,  P.0, 
Box  11254,  Lincolnia  Station, 
Alexandria,  VA  22312, 


Qmde 
‘ To 

Crossdressing 


Second  Edition 
Now  48  pages, 

New  & Revised  Illustrations 
Revised  Tables 
New  & Expanded  Sections 
Illustrated  Style  Appendix 
AND  STILL  ONLY  $10 

Creative  Design  Services,  Box  1263, 
King  of  Prussia,  PA  19406 
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EXPANDING 


